ITALIAN   AMERICANS

She said, " Oh, that's keeping the work going, find-
ing work for people. There isn't enough work yet for
everybody. And straightening out small tangles. That's
the routine."

She lighted another cigarette and finished her ice-
cream, licking the spoon and smiling. " I really ought
to reduce! " she said, and then continued:

" People don't understand it, but the truth is that
the honest capitalists and manufacturers' associations
are really working toward the same end as we are.
Only a few of the employers are still really lousy. But,
being a fighting organization, we have been able to
keep our gains, even with them. If we had been com-
pletely passive our gains would have slid off just as
they did in candy, laundry, and some of the other
workers' groups which were either passive or not well
organized."

I said, " Well, you've given me a pretty amiable and
optimistic picture, haven't you? "

She said, " Yes, and that's the main picture to-day,
but there's another side, of course. There are still
factories in the East here where life is simply hell. I'll
give you the name of one that I know from personal
observation, and you can print the name or not as you
choose. It might get you into a lawsuit, but I know
you'd win it, because it's absolutely true. The man
poses as a philanthropist, but he is really a sadist. The
abuses he inflicts on his employees couldn't possibly be
profitable. He takes pleasure in it. He gets an
emotional kick out of it. The girls sit in rows, and
mustn't talk or smile or turn their heads, and the fore-
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